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Larry rode into the sunset 
--never to return 


| 
| 


Snide ipeancea Ate e: 


_ és 9 
a wea and a new “Best Seller” was 
born... 





LARRY 


5 YOUTH- 





LARRY was a student at Lafayette College. This remarkable human 
document consists of his letters, diary and personal philosophy—all 
written with no thought of publication and never revised, for he was 


killed suddenly. 
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Not fiction, but the true diary and letters of a modern college student— 
so frank, unspoiled and revealing that after Larry’s death his parents 


and friends were persuaded to share his thoughts with other boys and 
girls and with all other parents. 
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Narrow modernists may get Larry wrong because he did not smoke or drink and was 
active in the Y and the church. But Larry was no prig. He hit hard in football. He 
was a leader of men, brave, gay and tolerant. He put drunken classmates to bed and 
never preached at them. He laughed down an “anti-necking society.” He punched 
cows and broke his own bronco. He lived gloriously and died with his boots on. 


RO 


larry was such a boy as almost all mothers and fathers want their sons to be, and we 


believe his story to be a document that no parent—and no son or daughter — can 
afford to miss. 
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The Critics say: Every Mother and Father—Daughter and Son Should Read This Book 


“All parents ent all youth 4 2 
profit ry us story. —i he 
i LARRY: tHoucuts oF yout 


“This departed college boy un- LLARRY was published last Christmas. 





Little was heard of it then in literary 


: consciously penned an epic columns or in bookstores. There was no ballyhoo—very few reviews—only the most 
: when he scratched in his diary casual mention in various large newspapers. But LARRY began to sell: at first 
i meaty ae only a few copies a week, then a few hundred. Dr. Cadman and Dr. Poling praised 
Pees Com I.ARRY—over three thousand copies were sold that month. One evening Lowell 
e Thomas mentioned LARRY on the radio; that same week The Literary Digest de- 
f ine of te Gantt citeniion voted two pages to it. The publishers found they were out of stock. 


In the month 


volumes ever written for help- of June LARRY appeared on the national Best Seller list, and six thousand people 

















ing parents understand their bought a new “best seller.” Such has been the remarkable sales record of LARRY: 
children 7 wit B —_ a story so human and appealing that this “phenomenal book” (Retail Bookseller) is 
des. tiladel phic ublic “ c mee ; c 
ye rsa now in its 5th printing (36th to 45th thousand ). 
os gee he Sea eS te ee 1 
“A clear-thinking, rugged op- | | 
timist, imbued with an enthu- | | 
— love of living."—New Ihe John Day Co., Dept. J, 386 Fourth Avenue, New York | 
ork Sun - 
| | 
é | Gentlemen: 
“A thoroughly sterling work | Please send me . f 
Fre snags A ye tg | Please send me ....... ch see SOC Se ee O 
upstanding American youth of | LARRY: Thoughts of Youth, price $1.25. 
magnificent promise.”—Dr, S. ! ’ 
Parkes Cadman. | | 
* Enclosed please find ................ ; 
iu “One of the finest and clearest | N | 
- revelations of the essential | IT ie 6 One ak eke Se ee ar a ae ed ok etd atacand nc eh See sie | 
spirit of youth that I know— | 
like a fresh, clear breeze— l 
genius of insight —expression | Address PR CO t.2 + 8 oe OED. EMS 6S OOS ROS Ce RRR OS OO 6 6 ok Se Se ore | 
—friendship.” — Dean Luther | | 
A. Weigle, Yale University L 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 





4) Loyp Gippons is in China. China 
men who own radios are in for 
the surprise of their lives. 


\ vi E say it’s high time that political 

candidates in this country adopt- 
ed more sensible programs, both in 
matters relating to government and in 


their newsreel performances. 


A LMOsT everything has gone down 


in the last two years except rail- 
road employees’ wages and railroad 


bondholders’ blood pressure. 


TT! modern bride’s greatest diffi 

culty in making biscuits is to keep 
from dropping cigarette ashes in the 
dough. 


A xp it really is difficult to decide 
i which party will bring back pros- 
perity when you consider how they’ re 
both out begging for campaign funds. 


‘HERE are so many empty seats in 
motion-picture houses these days 
that the ushers are having a terrific 
time keeping the patrons out of them. 


W™ should we help Germany 
prevent her banks from collaps- 
ing? After all, what’s good enough for 


us should be good enough for them. 


[" is reported on good authority that 

many colleges are now subsidizing 
hockey players even to the extent 
paying all their hospital bills. 


TT Manhattan, largest liner ever 

built here, was christened with a 
bottle containing water from the 48 
states, even from New York. 
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“C’mon, it’s my turn to use th’ skates.” 
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“Madame, I’ve been dealing with ghosts for twenty years and they are 
the nicest people you'd want to meet.” 


Forecast for 1932 


Brrr Cannon will sue someone 
for something. 

Will Rogers will dig up his 1928 
convention wisecracks and run them 
over again. 

Earl Carroll will put on a new 
musical show which the critics will 
call disgusting and then write in to 
get tickets for their friends. 

The Harvard Athletic Association 
will be involved in a controversy. 

Thirteen World War officers will 
write their memoirs, each one telling 
how he won the war after the others 
lost it. 

There will be a scandal dug up 
about one of the President's Cabinet 
which the Herald Tribune will print 
on page 47. 

Edgar Wallace will have an off 
year and write only twenty-three 
books. 

Mr. E. G. Harkness will give a 
couple of million dollars to a univer- 

Samuel Seabury will uncover some 
more Tammany scandals and in No- 
vember Tammany candidates will re- 
ceive their largest plurality in history. 

Walter Winchell will report the 
marriage of two celebrities and it will 
be indignantly denied three days be- 
fore the marriage is officially an- 
nounced. 

Toward the end of the year some- 
one will write an article entitled 
“Forecast for 1933.” 
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Doorman—Merry 


Fulfilment 


W HEN | 


IS¢ d you 


was young I prom 
I'd lay a fortune at your feet. 
A palace 
With 


I would build you too, 
butlers and hot 
heat. 


water 


I've kept my word, 


agree: 


as you'll 


Ten million bucks is not so 
crumby; 
And in that kingly palace we 
Sit drowsing over racehorse 
rummy. 


—Baron IRELAND 


O= thing that can be de- 


pended on in connection 
with whatever new taxes are lev- 
ied by Congress is that they will 
be denounced as unreasonable 
and discriminatory by whoever 
has to pay them. 


The secret of polite conversa- 
tion is never to open your mouth 
unless you have nothing to say. 


We must remember that a lot 
of this poverty was brought on 
through no fault of the sufferers. 
Somebody gave a few of them 
tips en the wrong horses. 


Christmas 


, 
‘ 


sir—migawd, 


more 


bonds! 


* 4h—choo!” 
“God bless you i 


On the Spot 
’[T’ us is the way our luck goes: If 
prosperity back 
we'd around the 


were to 
still be 


come 
tomorrow, 
corner. 


is so full of a number 
should all be as 


as kings used to be. 


The world 
of things that we 


happy 


Another thing that nothing succeeds 
like is an icy sidewalk. 


Congress is now evenly divided be- 
tween the and Republi- 
united action can 


Democrats 
little 
be expected from it except in opposing 
President Hoover. 


cans, so that 


It’s not surprising to read that the 
Soviet 


ness, 


government is showing weak- 
It’s hard for anything to sur- 
vive George Bernard Shaw’s endorse- 


ment. 


The Chancellor of N. Y. U. an 
nounces plans for a $30,000,000 ex 
Yes. 


atter losing to Oregon, Georgia 


pansion. something must be 
done, 


and Tenne ssee,. 
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“Wait ’til he sits down—there’s a tack on his chair!” 


MORE BUSINESS TROUBLES 


Gnta Cravus, Incorporated the 
“ largest mail order firm in the 
world—tinds itself faced with a temp- 
orary emergency that requires prompt 
action. The corporation enjoys an ex 
cellent international reputation and a 
reorganization will, no doubt, lead to 
a continuation of the business. 
ASSETS 

PLANT AND EguipMeENT. 35 mod- 
ern factories adjacent to the North 
Pole, employing over 40,000 skilled 
gnomes. Also countless reindeer sleds, 
harness, etc. 

Goovp Witt. The corporation re 
ceives millions of unsolicited letters 
yearly. Nearly every magazine in 
the world runs a photograph of S. 
Claus, president and general man- 
ager, at least once a year. 


LIABILITIES 
Girts Owen. The corporation is 
obliged to deliver gifts to hundreds 
of millions of people every year. 
These gifts range from rayon neckties 
to Rolls Royce motor cars. 


PLAN AND REMARKS 

It is proposed to issue $40,000,000 
worth of first-mortgage, 6‘7 interest- 
bearing bonds. These will be a di- 
rect first lien on all reindeer, sleds, 
and factories. Payment of principal 
and interest will be guaranteed by S. 
Claus personally. 

The business of Santa Claus, Incor- 
porated, will never be outmoded. 


Here is a safe way to invest your idle 
funds. Stop hoarding! Shake out the 
old sock! Empty the vault! Let your 
dollars put their shoulders to the 
wheel. Buy S. Claus Bonds. 


News from the Colleges 
N Ew York University has added a 
compulsory course in Winchell- 
ese to its curriculum. 

Robert L. Ripley, creator of “Be- 
lieve It or Not,” recently visited the 
University of Kansas to interview 
Barbara Billings, who was voted the 
most beautiful co-ed at Kansas and 
who has expressed no desire to go into 
the movies. 

Fourteen Yale juniors taking a 
course in literature under Professor 
William Lyon Phelps were treated 
for shock in the college infirmary last 
week after Professor Phelps criti- 
cized a novelist adversely. 

One of the leading Georgetown 
University fraternities was severely 
censured by the president of the uni 
versity for childish and cruel initia- 
tion ceremonies. Pledgees were being 
forced to go into Washington and sit 
in at sessions of the Senate. 

Three students at Colgate Univer 
sity have been expelled for six months 
for listening to Amos ‘n’ Andy over 
the radio. 


Columbia University has announced 
that this year's senior class will be 
given a month’s vacation with nothing 
to do in February. The purpose of 
the move is to get the class accus- 
tomed to living conditions after it 
graduates in June. 





“All I know, officer, is that when I started out there was a top on it!” 
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“Maybe We Ain’t Playin’? Loud Enough—Huh?” 
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“7 hope Roxy sees 


Why Hostesses Leave Home 
TH! rye is for Alice, who doesn’t 
like gin; 
The White Rock’s for William, who 
likes to begin 
With good resolutions. . . . Won’t 
somebody squeeze 
Some lemons, or tackle the celery and 
cheese ? 
For Stacy, a stuffed celery lover, if 
ever 
I’ve known one. . . . Good heavens, I 
hope I shall never 
Forget this occasion and try to be nice 
To anyone. Mercy! We've run out 
of ice! 
—Marcaret Fisupack 


Unfortunately 


Lives of great men all remind 
public speakers of something or other. 


In comparison with animals, man is 
poorly clothed to meet the rigors of 
winter, says a zoologist. At least, no 
animal ever gets caught in a snow- 
storm with his coat in hock. 


Thank goodness we don’t have to 
wait for Congress to modify the de- 
pression and give us light work and 
beer. 
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ALL QUIET ON THE POTOMAC 


HE sun had remained hidden all day behind a veil of 
snow; already the Potomac was quietly buried un- 
derneath its thick blanket, and through the large win- 
dows the wide lawns of the White House 


seemed as 
peaceful as the broad executive room. The 


President 
sighed and turned to the quiet group of men around him. 

“Are you ready to report, gentlemen?” 

Mr. Mellon rose to his feet (modestly pulling down 
the tails of his coat as he did): “We don’t agree Mr. 
President, on a single count,” he said. ‘Personally, | 
move you say nothing.” 

There was an angry mumble from the committee. 

“Impossible.” 

“Unprecedented.” 

“Gentlemen!” 

“Well, I think it’s a hell of a note,””’ Mr. Dawes cut 
in, “things are bad enough without ignoring them and 
if you ask me... .” 

“But he didn’t ask you,” interrupted Senator Fess. 
“and what’s good enough for Chicago doesn’t pleas: 
the rest of the world. Mr. President, Mr. Woodcock 
and I have just come from the Middle-West. They’v 
had sixty bank failures this month. Two ranchers com 
mitted suicide in Omaha last week and yesterday a 
friend of a very dear friend of mine was almost put in 
jail for taking a drink and, on the whole, I think——’”’ 

“T saw Mabel last week,” interrupted Mr. Woodcock ; 
“she tells me they’re going to sell more grapes this 
month than they did all last year; it wouldn’t hurt Cali 
fornia if we sent out a message——”’ 


“Sez you,” Mr. Wickersham growled. 


“I'd like to return a gal I took by mistake last night!” 
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Mr. Woodcock glared and lit a cigar. 

“Well, we're not getting anywhere, 
gentlemen,” the President said wearily. 
‘Why do you think we should say noth- 
ing, Mr. Melion?” 

“Because it'll cost mone \ and cause 
trouble and won't get us anywhere.” 

“Do you think the same, Simeon?” 

“Well, you might just ignore the Mid 
dle-West. say, and just say something 
for California and maybe New Jersey.” 

“What do you think, Mr. Stimson?” 

“It’s been the custom since Adams 
for the President to say something on 
Christmas Eve.” he answered. “Even 
Mr. Coolidge followed this precede nt. I 
think it would be foolhardy to ignore it.’ 

Mr. Dawes jumped to his feet and 
snorted vigorously. “It’s past time for 
lunch,” he growled. “Say ‘Merry Christ 
mas’ and to hell with it!’ 

The group was silent but the grey 
faces of the great men relaxed, smiled. 

“It seems to be unanimous,” the Presi 
dent said. “I think that will do.” 

The men t roope d to the door. 

“One moment!” 


The President was scribbling on a pad. 


He looked up and smiled that boy ish 
smile of his. 


“How do you spell ‘Merry’ ?’’—he 


isked. —P. L. 
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“Yeah 
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“Joe, have you embezzled that two dollars?” 
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The Unofficial Observer 


“H AVE a good time over in Geneva, 


George 4 

“Yes, in a way. But you know what 
kind of a trip it was.” 

“Oh, sure. You were there but you 
weren't.” 

“That's the idea. All I could do 
was sit on the sidelines and listen.”’ 

“They wouldn't let you get in a 
word?” 

“Not one. I didn’t dare open my 
mouth.” 

“Couldn't you even make a sugges- 
tion?” 

“It would only have caused trouble, 
maybe.” 

I guess so. Well. there wasn’t 
any brawling, was there?” 

“Oh, nononeno. You know how 
those huddles are. They had every- 
thing all figured out beforehand.” 

“It was all France or Italy, eh?” 

“Yes. They went through a long 
discussion. Pretended to bring up a 
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“You’!’ never fool the kids now— 
they'll know it’s you!” 


lot of things they'd just thought of. 
But I got the drift.” 

“All they wanted was your official 
approval?” 


“Righto. After all, whether it was 
France or Italy that came out ahead, 
the money would come from Uncle 
Sam.” 

“But didn’t you sort of feel that 
Germany...” 

“Sure. I was all for Germany. But 
what could I do? They wouldn't let 
me ask a question or offer even a little 
suggestion. If I'd so much as men- 
tioned Germany there'd have been a 
riot and I'd have caught hell for it. 
So I just sat there and looked pleas- 


ant. And after it was all over Ger- 
many was completely out of the pic- 
ture. My wife and her mother de- 


cided we'd go from Geneva to Paris, 
then to Rome, and then home.” 
—Cnuet JoHNsSON 


— * + 


Florida and California both have 
nudist colonies now, but everyone 
seems to think business will improve 
after the first of the vear. 
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“Holy cat—I’ve brought my laundry! 
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Good Gracious, Matilda’ Vou, T'00?” 
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Greetings, Friends! 
By Frank Sullivan 


oe the nonce I desire to lay aside 
every petty grudge, 

And through the happy medium of 
this magazine, JupGE, 

Wish a Merry Christmas in this 1931 
De cembe r 

To the human race, of which I have 
the honor to be a member. 

This means I wish it to you and to 
you, 

To everyone, pal or stranger, Baptist, 
Republican or Jew. 

I wish a maximum of cheer 

To Lily Pons and Thomas Beer: 

I do not know Friend Beer or Lily, 

But I wish it to them, willy-nilly. 

To Marie Dressler and Londos, the 
wrestler, 

Barrymore, Ethel, and Ge orge Jethel: 

Ellen Key and Traffic B, 

Traffic A and Evelyn Laye, 

Traffic D and those at sea, 

Traffic—in fact, all the cops 

Who czar it o’er our Gos and Stops. 

Lynn Fontanne and Dolly Gann, 

Al Capone and Dudley Field Malone. 

Rudy Vallee, Frank O'Malley, 

Warden Lawes and Santa Claus, 

I bear them not the slightest malice. 

This also goes for Edgar Wallace, 

And, for that matter, Longworth, 
Alice. 

I never have felt any spleen 

Against Robert Underwood Johnson 
or Neysa McMein, 

So I wish them, too, a day of joy; 

I wish it, auch, for Myrna Loy. 

All happiness to Norman Thomas, 

To Clara Bow and red-hot mammas. 

Season’s greetings to the Senate's 
chief roarer, 

Who might be Hi Johnson or he might 
be Borah. 


| trust the Navy League will cease 


its sailors’ maneuvers, 

And thus allow a peaceful Yule to the 
Hoovers; 

And although I probably was never so 
broke, 

I generously trust this is not the case 
with Secretary Doak 

Nor with Secretary Mellon; I hope 
Uncle Andy 

Is financially simply fine and dandy. 

There’s one I'd like to catch having a 
good wassail Yule, 

And that’s our old friend and severest 
critic, Mrs. Ella Boole. 

To my faithful valet, if I had one, 

I’d certainly give a generous check, 
doubtless a bad one. 

I’m sending a card to Toscanini, 

But he ain’t sending any to Mussolini. 

I hope I can slake my Christmas 
thirst, 


And I hope that hope for Fannie 


Hurst; 
I'd like to cheer up poor Eugene 
O'Neill 


And somehow get him to sort of feel 

That God’s in His Heaven and all's 
right with the world; 

Maybe I could do it if I could get 
Gene boiled. 

To the G. O. P. I say, “Don’t be a 
mourner, 

Asperity is just around the corner.” 

I] give a toast, bluff but cheery, 

To Maude Adams and Wallace Beery, 

To Greta Garbo and, oh, good heav- 
ens, 

Let's not forget dear old Lincoln 
Steffens! 


I r certainly pleases me to wish a 
Happy Christmas to all fiddlers 
named Mischa, 

As well as to Joseph Stalin and Jean 
Malin, 

Sigmund Freud and Harold Lloyd, 

Jouett Shouse and Mickey Mouse, 

Bascom Slemp and Walter Camp, 

To the Guaranty Trust and those who 
lust 

Their shirts in the recent market bust. 

Irvin Cobb and Charlie Schwab, 

Bill McFee and Queen Marie, 

Ambassador Garrett, Ursula Parrott. 

To Kohler of Kohler and all other 
plumbers, 

To Alexis Woolleott and all other 
mummers, 

Simeon Fess and Myra Hess. 

John F. Curry, Judge Seabury, 

Frank E. Campbell and all morticians, 

Tammany Hall and all politicians, 

Rebecca West and Leonard Merrick, 

John Haynes Holmes and every cleric, 

Obstetricians and other doctors, 

Garbage men and college proctors, 

And to those who play the dulcimer— 

To all these my greetings could not be 
fulsomer. 

To doormen, starters, boys on ele- 
vators, 

Busboys, captains, headwaiters, 

Chefs and other purveyors of hash, 

I extend a glad holiday hand, devoid 
of cash; 

Like Walt Whitman, I love them, one 
and all, 

But I’ve had a little trouble getting 
money on call. 

I wish Merry Christmas to my drug- 
gist and grocer, 

But do I wish it to the Methodist 
Board of Temperance and Mor- 
als? NO, sir! 

Christmas greetings are all very fine, 

But somewhere you certainly must 
draw the line. 
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Surprise 
wm ho darling—I've something im- 
portant to tell you.” 

“Yes, Betty?” 

“I—I hardly know how to begin—” 

“Go ahead, dear. Don’t be afraid.” 

“It—it may seem a little sudden to 
vou, a little too soon, but I know it’s 
going to make you awfully happy, 
dear.” 

“Well, anyhow—” 

“T should have told you _ before. 
But I’m such a silly about some 
things! And now I’ve got to tell 
you—” 

Betty, will you please tell me and 
get it over with!” 

“Just a minute then ‘til I get it out 
of my pocketbook. Isn’t it an awk- 
ward thing in this long brown envel- 
ope? Look, darling—our interlocu- 
tory decree !” —wW. W. 
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“Light th’ oil stove, Papa; it’s Christmas Eve!” 
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Business 
(The new game for every dull Office 


f= all of the executives in the 
ofice are divided into two teams. 
One team is called “Buyers,” the 
other team is called “Sellers.” The 
Sellers sit at their desks and rustle 
sheets of paper so as to seem very 
busy. Three members of the Buyers 
team go down into the lobby and come 
up in the elevators. The other mem- 
bers of the Buyers team retire to 
their office and telephone “orders” to 
members of the Sellers team. 

The three members of the Buyers 
team who went down into the lobby 
now enter the reception room and say 
to the switchboard girl: 

“We are three buyers from the neck 
of the woods. 

We've come to Manhattan to pur 
chase some goods.” 

The receptionist then tags them 
and sends them in to three members 
of the Sellers team. 

While the game is being played, 
fake telegrams are sent from one side 
to the other, canceling orders, rein- 
stating orders, asking for samples. 
etc. The game continues from 9 
A. M. until lunch and then is resumed 
after lunch until quitting time. 

“Playing Business,” the new na- 
tional pastime, is sweeping the coun 
try. Vice presidents ot banks are 
particularly enthusiastic about it. 
Sooner or later every office will turn 
to it. Why not start this pleasant 
game in your own office today? Not 
only is it harmless and excellent di- 
version but it will keep your staff in 
training until commercial conditions 
pick up. —ArtTuHUuR LippMANN 
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Ye Carol Singers 
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Have We Forgotten ? 


Christmas 
And by 
distracted St. 

more we know 


o cometh the third 

since folly went boom. 

the beard of a 
Nicholas, much 
than we knew then! 


how 


Holidays have many uses, and not 
least is that they punctuate the pas- 
sage of time; they give us pause to 
look back, sum up, jot 
gloat or glower. Let’s have another 
round at a frugal punch-bowl and 
squander another small log on the 
fire while we 


down, and 


consider in retrospect 
the past three Christmas seasons. 


* % * 

1928. Do you re- 
Surely that was the mad- 
dest and merriest, the most extrava- 
gant and the that 
this people has ever known. Every- 
thing was on the up and up, and no- 
body yet on his uppers. The 
little money-gods held us with their 
glittering eyes. 


Christmas of 
member ? 


most meretricious 


mean 


We bowed down be- 
fore them, rose to caper at their bid- 
ding and dashed off bedazzled, scat- 
tering coins to the four winds. The 
gifts we gave and got were more lav- 
ish than we or the givers could afford; 
we knew it and we reveled in it, for 
what matter?—there was plenty more 
where that came from, and such gen- 
erosity only showed our magnificence. 
We were titans in earning power, gen- 
iuses in gambling, and the world’s first 
abolishers of poverty! We were heeled 
with and doped with credit. 
Surely in those purse-proud revels we 
did much violence to the ancient and 
noble spirit of Christmas. 
* * * 

Christmas of 1929. That was but 

a few short weeks after the crash. We 


cash 


didn’t know yet what hit us, but 
didn’t think it was much. We were 
groggy but gay nevertheless. No ink- 


ling troubled us of the harsh days to 
We saw an unlucky few mired 
in the market-place, but we didn’t see 
the breadlines forming. There were 
lonely that Christmas 
Day, there were men who sat grimly 


come. 


households 
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wondering, women whose eyes asked 


unspoken questions, children who 
choked back childish tragedies. But 


most of us roared on, heedless, crazy 
and 
come among us for the true spirit of 
Christmas. 


crass. There was yet no wel- 


* * aa 


Christmas of 1930. Another year 
brought us to soberness, even to fear, 
but not yet to humility. Strange that 
it took us so very long to understand! 
Our most august oracles and seers had 
given us wordy comfort at pleasant 
intervals. Statisticians had 
bled as to whether the number of un- 


squab- 


employed was this many million or 
only that million! Nearly 
everybody had been daily expecting 


many 


some miracle, probably psye hological, 
some universal outburst of confidence 
which would suddenly restore our old 
prosperity. But Day it- 
self dawned as one would 


Christmas 
that 
been gloomy indeed had it not been 
for the tradition of good cheer and 
good will. Many of us got closer to a 
realization of the 


have 


ancient Christmas 


spirit. But we didn’t quite reach it. 
We still labored under the financial 
obsession. Expensive gifts were de- 


livered with conscious pride, skimpy 
ones with apology and a sense of un- 
still too 
much a festival of spending, of get- 
ting, of comparing. 


worthiness. Christmas was 


* * * 

Christmas of 1931. This season 
finds us still more chastened. Bad as 
our economic situation was a year 


ago, it is worse now except that we 
are wiser by a year’s learning, and, 
If we 
still persist in letting money clank 
through our minds, we shall not have 
much merriment. 

Have we forgotten the origin of 
Christmas, that it celebrates the birth 
of Him who came to teach simplicity 


by so much, closer to recovery. 


and meekness and quiet faith in the 
for- 
gotten that the early celebrants of 
Christmas folk, who, 
with neither present wealth nor future 


sure destiny of man? Have we 


were humble 
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security, drew from this day much 
joy and reverence and courage with 
which to face together the unknown? 
Have we not noticed that little chil 
dren, who neither 
about prices and budgets, are the hap 


know nor care 
piest of us all on Christmas Day? 
Only at the millennium, of course, 
will there Christmas that is 
moneyless, free of all competition and 
vanity. But this year of Christ 1931 
ought to move the 
that 
millions who cannot buy any Christ- 
mas gifts at all. There are millions 
more who can buy things worth only 


come a 


world a pace or 


two in direction. There are 


a fraction of those they gave last year. 
There are millions who know already 
that friends will give them presents 
far more valuable than they can give 
in return. Let them face the 
pect with chins up, without any fool- 


pros- 


ish shame. It is salutary. 


Let this Christmas drive further 
into oblivion the haunting memory of 
the money-gods. Let nobody give 


for fear of 
what he expects to receive. Let no- 
body give less than he can afford, be- 


more than he ean afford, 


cause he knows the recipient will give 
little or nothing. And let nobody give 
at all except with genuine desire to 


give. There are gifts that cost long 
consideration but little cash, gifts 
made with one’s own hands and 
brains. There are glorious gifts 
quite immaterial—such as_ thoughts 
set down in an unexpected letter, 


cheering words spoke n over the tele- 
phone on Christmas morning, visits 
paid in spite of cold and slush and 
distance to those to whom the sight of 
your face and the clasp of your hand 
will mean more than diamonds. 

Thus, in this year, we if we 
will recover some of the old, the true 


may 


spirit of Christmas and remind our- 
selves of what we had so far forgot- 
ten, that friendship is not a financial 
venture, that love is without price and 
is strong and casts out fear, and that 
humility has power to breed a mighty 
courage. 


rR. J. W. 
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The Police Radio 


(If a police radio is anything like mine) 
By Jack Cluett 


CY ALLING Car 66, calling Car 66! Go at once to Forty 

“ West Eleventh Street, and you have just heard Sal- 
vatore Cusenza, mandolinist. It will be exactly one min- 
ute and forty seconds after that man in the slouch hat 
was seen walking south on Broadway near the Astor. 
Got it, Car 41? Hello, Car 54! Calling Car 54. The 
American schoolboy will when the moon comes over the 
mountain. ‘The public documents which record that the 
Sisters of the Skillet will now burglar in the house. Get 
him, Sergeant. Calling Car 48. Calling good night, 
kiddies, good night. But we of this delegation. Calling 
Car 48—are merely the voices that bring a broken win- 
dow at the corner of Chambers and West Broadway. Run 
over there, Sergeant Noble and see. Herman Neuman, 
pianist, and now, folks, it would require the gratitude of 
a nation, so I sez to Madam Queen that the Fresh Air 
Taxi Company will repay Herbert the Owl or Reddy 
Fox or Graham McNamee through a nation-wide hook-up. 


UMMONED by a Republican President, Herbert Hoover 
commenced the greatest U. S. Steel 90 and one-quar- 
ter, Wright Aero 103. Only nine cars of oats arrived 
from Car 29. Calling Car 29. Hello, Car 29, and only 
fourteen cars of hay arrived from the West this morning, 
which is more than the Mississippi—that mighty stream 
of which Richard Cobden said, boop, boop, a-doop, and 
kindly communicate with the station to which you are 
Car 65; Lieutenant Kelly calling to the Republican plat- 
form and slightly cooler in Northern New York and 
New England. There were laid the enduring foundations 
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“A quart of alcohol, please. 


“For you or your car?” 
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“Remember, now—don’t cash no checks!” 





of the sympathy he has always shown for the laboring man 
and his General Motors 43. Car 45, there’s a bank being 
held up at the corner of Fifth Avenue and add the 
chopped onion. 


I" would be an endless task to review his widely diver- 

sified efforts while head of the Department of Manual 
Training, Isansky played a wonderful game at right end 
for the Brox Sisters at this same time tomorrow night. 
To whom should the President turn in such an hour of 
crisis? To whom but Car 63. Calling Car 63. There’s 
been a bad accident at the corner of I Surrender, Dear, 
followed by Bing Crosby singing that old favorite dur- 
ing the current year to April 1, 1931. Sho, sho—I wuz 
over talkin’ to de Kingfish about Police Headquarters 
calling Car 45. Tune in, Car 45. Somebody has stolen 
a familiar figure! ... Yes... . Just a minute. ... I think 
it is. ... Yes, it is One-Eye Connolly without the rival 
policies of a two-party right to the jaw; and now he’s 
dancing around in a neutral Cremo Cigar. When last 
seen was wearing a black hat, bow tie and Car 12.... 
Calling Car 12 and zipper boots. Sergeant Lusk in Car 
13, tune in on the Fifth Precinct. There’s a house on fire 
at No. 1875 South answering this description kindly com 
municate with the thank you, Sylvia. And, now, radio 
audience, little Miss Squire will step into the dish and 
let simmer over a good hot fire for twenty minutes. We 
are living in a swiftly changing eggs and butter firm at 
19. The potato loadings in North and South Dakota 
emerged from the haze of Car 18 tune in. Calling Car 
18, calling Car 18... . Hello, Sergeant chairman For- 
eign Policy Association at 6:30 P. M. over the Columbia 
knocked down in his grocery store with a meat are. 
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Hurry up, Car 75. ... Calling Car 75. 
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N view of the shortage of available 
new plays and the consequent en 
forced desuetude of so many the- 

atres, it would be a tidy idea to put on 
for a run in one of the latter the re- 
cent debate between the MM. Dudley 
Field Malone and John Anderson as 
to the value, if any, of dramatic criti- 
cism. It is a pity that the show 
should have been allowed only a 
single performance on a Sunday eve- 
ning. With the addition of a few hot 
jazz numbers and some Ziegfeld 
cuties, it would probably draw audi- 
ences for months and provide much 
of the entertainment that is presently 
missing from the theatre. 

Theoretically a debate on dramatic 
criticism, the show was nothing of the 
kind, despite the fact that the subject 
was mentioned a couple of times dur- 
ing the performance. The big fea- 
tures of the evening were the Irish 
stories told by the M. Malone and the 
M. Anderson's wardrobe and sex ap- 
peal. At least one of the Malone 
stories, related in a rich brogue and 
treating of two Chicago sewer-dig 
gers, knocked the customers out of 
their seats and, as for Anderson, not 
only did he go the sartorially gifted 
M. Basil Rathbone ten better with a 
pair of dinner coat pants especially 
imported for the occasion from Lon 
don, but with his matinée idol beauty 
and his soft and aphrodisiacal vocal 
inflections caused such an audible 
fluttering of feminine hearts that 
Dudley, mistaking it for applause, 
got up and took two bows. Seldom, 
indeed, have two such swell actors 
been seen on the local stage. 

The M.° Malone’s histrionic tech- 
nique, visited upon the hypothetical 
debate, consisted in reading the few 
arguments that he had prepared for 
himself in advance in calm, cool and 
collected tones and, when the argu- 
ments were exhausted and _ finding 
that he had fifteen minutes still to go 
with no arguments left, in filing in 
the void with a series of ceiling-shak- 
ing roars and other indignant vibra- 
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tions that, while without perceptible 
meaning, succeeded in impressing the 
audience tremendously. The M. An- 
derson’s acting technique, on the other 
hand, followed that of the late Arnold 
Daly in that it consisted in pacing the 
stage with an expression of pained 
meditation between speeches and in 
sitting periodically on the edge of a 
table and draping his legs in a man- 
ner calculated best to make the ladies 
out front forget all about the subject 
of the debate. 

The plot of the show, in so far as 
it may be said to have had any, con- 
cerned itself, as hinted, with the ques- 
tion, “Is Dramatie Criticism a Con- 
But once the plot 
was announced by the master of cere- 
monies, Herr Professor Broun, the 
two stars, the M. Malone in particu- 
lar, promptly proceded to dismiss it 
and to devote themselves instead to 


structive Force?” 


making polemic love to each other. 
At one point in the show, indeed, it 
looked as if the whole thing had been 
written by Channing Pollock. Not 
since the days of Joe Weber and Lew 
Fields have two putative wranglers 
interrupted their tracasserie with so 
many kisses. 

Instead of devoting themselves to 
the subject of dramatic criticism, the 
co-stars spent most of the time talk- 
ing about “‘Abie’s Irish Rose,” the 
price of tickets to “A Widow in 
Green,” the definition of the word 
wisecrack, the necessity of making the 
first editions of the newspapers, and 
what one Irish street-cleaner said to 
another Irish  street-cleaner about 
Theodore Roosevelt and the Pope. 
Dramatie criticism, argued the M. 
Malone who took the negative side, 
was worthless because the critics had 
said that “Abie’s Irish Rose” was no 
good and yet it ran for more than 
four vears. Dramatic criticism, argued 
the M. Anderson, who took the affirm- 
ative, was of great merit because one 
critie had predicted that “Abie’s Irish 
Rose” would run for at least two 
years. Dramatic criticism was not 
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constructive, the M. Malone main- 
tained, because a leading girl in a 
revue last year who was nervous on 
the opening night was roasted by the 
critics when they should have gone 
around again on the second night and 
learned that she had recovered her 
poise, whereupon the M. Anderson re- 
torted that he, as one such critic, 
couldn’t have got around again the 
second night to see the girl because 
he had a big dinner party on for that 
evening. Critics should review plays 
and performances on the fourth night, 
then argued the M. Malone, as by 
that time everything would be in 
smooth working order. The M. An 
derson might have replied that this is 
the critical system in vogue in Paris 
and doubtless helps to account for the 
fact that the French theatre is at 
present the worst in the world, and 
also that French dramatic criticism is 
the worst in the world. But the M. 
Anderson argued instead that the true 
purpose of the critic was to save the 
public $3.30 on a bad show, the M. 
Anderson, God bless him, apparently 
being unaware of the fact that the 
war tax was dropped a year ago and 
that all that even a critic like Georg 
Brandes could accordingly save the 
public would be $3. 

While the co-stars were resting mo- 
mentarily and thinking up some more 
connections between dramatic criti 
cism and “‘Abie’s Irish Rose,’ Herr 
Professor Broun stepped to the foot- 
lights and passed out some _ nifties. 
Then the main show got going again. 
The M. Malone now insisted, to the 
loud applause of several actors out of 
work and seated in the balcony, that 
dramatic criticism was just a bowl of 
cherries because—and he proved it 
with quotations—two critics often dis- 
agreed as to the merits of a play. The 
M. Anderson did not reply that Law- 
yer Malone’s argument would also 
constitute the legal profession in 
every case at law a bowl of cherries, 
but defended criticism because it de- 

(Continued on page 32) 
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Have You Inventoried? 


ow is the time when many con- 

cerns will stop to take stock. 
Few business executives take much 
stock in anything these days, but then 
inventories never bother executives. 
The employees who don’t count do the 
counting. The executives count on in 
ventory time as a good alibi for their 
wives. 

Inventories will take up but little 
time this vear. There’s not much left 
to count. But inventory time is cer 
tainly tough on spiders. The poor 
things have built nice houses and lived 
in peace among unused stocks since 
last January and now they will be 
dispossessed. 

Among other things average inven 
tories this year will reveal are: 

Additional cigarette burns on office 
furniture. 

Fewer bottles of private stock. 

Excess vice pre side nts. 

Salesmen groggy from being 
“pepped up.” 

Sales quotas in excellent condi 
tion—never been broken). 

Sales curves (slightly battered on 
one end). 

Less red ink. 

A surplus of black ink. 

However, when our company takes 
its inventory, we hope they count us 
in. —F. F. Scuvunre 
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“Charles—James reports the Hispano has gone screwey.” 
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cer, 


thought it couldn’t go any lower 
a cocktail before my bath.” 


“Huh! 


Two years ago I thought the market would go higher 


You think you've got troubles 


yesterday I 


this morning I catch myself miaing 


listen to mine!” 


Another Plan to End the Depression 


HE latest plan to end the depres- 

sion consists in forming a Hoover 
commission of say ten or eleven mem- 
bers. Each member of this commis- 
sion will then appoint another com 
mission of ten members and, carrying 
out the chain-letter idea, with every- 
body who has been appointed to a 
commission appointing a commission 
of his own, it won’t be long before 
everybody in the country will be on a 
commission, 

With everybody on every commis- 
sion making a report, the paper and 
pulp industry will receive an impetus. 
The ink manufacturers will increase 
their production of black ink and di- 
minish their production of red ink. 

Every citizen will be expected to 
read these reports, and this will mean 
not only lots of work for the printers 
but more work for the oculists and op- 
ticians. 

Thus the wheels of industry will be 
started in motion and everyone who 
has had his back to the wall and his 
ear to the ground will put his shoul- 
der to the wheel. 

The building trades will pick up. 
New warehouses will have to be built 
as repositories for these reports. 
Trucks will have to be built to cart 
these reports to the warehouses. This 
will not only increase the business of 
the truck manufacturers but will give 
more work to truck drivers. 

More truck drivers will mean more 
traffic cops and more traffic cops will 
mean more crowded traffic courts and 
a consequent appointment of more 
If these judges are required 
to purchase their jobs, it will mean 
more prosperity for the politicians. 

More prosperity for politicians will 
mean more work for bank clerks, and 


judges. 


fewer banks will fail with so many 
huge deposits coming in all the time. 
Huge deposits will mean more inves- 
tigations and more men on the staffs 
of the investigators. More investiga- 
tions will mean more work for the 
newspaper reporters and_ headline 
writers. 

Thus industry will be 
all around. 

More subways will have to be built 
to carry these investigators to and 
from their work. 


stimulated 


The slogan will be 


“< 


a seat for every investigator, not 
only in the courtrooms but in the sub- 
ways.” 

Funds for the still unemployed can 
be raised by staging a football game 
between a team composed of investi- 
gators on one side and recalcitrant 
witnesses on the other. 

Hawkers can make extra money at 
these games by selling buttons with 
Seabury’s portrait on them. 

It’s all very simple. 


R. C. O’Brien 
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“That wasn’t mistletoe, you sap 
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wt was poison ivy. 











“They say he’s hot stuff” 
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Christmas Mourning Becomes O’Neill 


or 


Desire Under the Mistletoe 


Being Judge Junior’s None Too Merry Christmas Play 
(Written by Request—His Own) 


|" is Christmas Eve in the igloo of 

the Mammons, ancient New Eng- 
landers who made a fortune in Greek 
restaurants and have moved up into 
the Arctic Circle to give the play a 
setting in which Christmas Eve takes 
six months to elapse. Electricia Mam- 
mon goes about trimming an old hat- 
rack with large lumps of gloom. It 
will be the Christmas tree. The rest 
of the family is sitting around a de- 
pressed fireplace—getting on each 
other’s nerves. The gas is on but the 
logs are unlit. The fireplace is hung 
with damp-looking stockings, full of 
holes. A sprig of poison ivy hangs 
over the door for mistletoe. Outside, 
a blizzard rages; banshees fill the air. 
This goes on for quite a while. When 
the audience gets into the mood of the 
thing and is beginning to enjoy itself, 
the play begins. 

Arrestes Mammon: When will the 
old punk come? 

Electricia: How many times have I 
told you not to call Santy Claus an 
old punk, you young floop! 

Arrestes (from the bottom of his 
stomach): There is no Santy Claus. 
It’s your father. My father’s an old 
punk! 

Electricia: Silence! you Freudian 
spectacle! You must love your father! 


Arrestes: 
mother! 

Electricia: 
love father! 

(They dance around singing, “I 
loathe father! I love mother!’’) 

Mrs. Mammon (cutting her way 
thru a large blue funk): Stop that, 
you two, or I'll cut off your inhibi 
tions. (Relapsing back into a Rus- 
sian coma.) But when will he come? 
I am burning up inside! 

Arrestes: Who, ma? 


I loathe father! I love 


I loathe mother! I 


Father? 

Electricia: No, you dope, not 
father—and not Santy Claus. It’s 
her boy friend she’s expecting! But 
he’s not coming. I’ve seen to it! The 
house is surrounded by polar bear 
traps! 

Mrs. M. (pulling out her nerves 
and letting them snap back with a 
loud whang!): Don’t say that, you 
little brat, or I'll hand you lumps! 

Electricia: You daren’t, you symp- 
tomaniac. I'd tell father. 

Arrestes: Stop wrangling! You're 
driving me crazy. (Song cue: “You’re 
Driving Me Cuh-razy,” rendered by 
Harry Reser and his Clicquot Club 
Eskimos, who suddenly enter.) 

Electricia: You are crazy. 

Arrestes: I’m not! I’m just an 
intramental sentrovert. 
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Mrs. M.: You're not. You 
were brought up a good Unitar- 
ian and if you don’t stop heck- 
ling him, El, I'll pour you a 
snort of hemlock. 

Electricia: O, you will, will 
you? 

(This sort of thing goes on for 
some time and the audience takes 
a few months off to do whatever 
it wishes. Most of it goes home, 
but those who stay wake up 
later, tear a few pages off the 
calendar to find that compara- 
tive peace has descended on the 
Mammons. Mama is brewing 

cyanide soup for papa; Arrestes 

is weeping into a bucket; and 

Electricia is giving herself 

shocks with the house electric 

system. ) 
Arrestes: What do you hope to get 
for Christmas, Ellie? 

Electricia: I hope to get a good 
swift kick at Ma’s boy friend. 

Mrs. M. (muttering in her coma): 
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Will Santy Claus never come? 

Arrestes: There is no Santy Claus. 
It’s your father. Besides, Peggy 
Joyce never married Santy Claus, so 
there is no Santy Claus. 

(Loud cries of “Phooey! That one’s 
too old for Eddie Cantor! Take him 
away !’’) 

Arrestes: QO, all right, all right! 
But I hope I get a set of Lionel trains 
and a nice big poisoning outfit for 
Christmas. 

Mrs. M.: All J want is Santy 
Claus, him and his great rough whisk- 
ers. 

Electricia: Mother, your grammar: 
“All you want is ‘he’—not ‘him’.” 

Mrs. M.: O. K., you grammar 


snob. But wouldn’t I like to be alone 
with you and a good sharp kitchen 
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knife for a few minutes! 

Electricia: You would, would you— 

And before anybody in the au- 
dience can pick up his hat, the Mam- 
mens go to work on each other and 
another three weeks of Christmas Eve 
elapse.) 

Mrs. M. (opening another play— 
I’ve lost which): Hark! I 
think i hear someone coming down 
Now, you children pile 
ff to bed, will you, and leave Mama 
and Santy Claus alone? 

Oh, yeah? Well, I’m 
sticking and Arrestes is sticking. 


count 


the chimney. 


Electricia: 


(Down the chimney comes Santy 
Claus. He is carrying an overnight 
bag full, and his feet are full of bear 
traps. He rushes to Mrs. Mammon 
and embraces her in a way that would 
make even Dr. Freud shudder.) 

Mrs. M. (coming to and slipping 
back again): Ah, my dweat bid Santy 
Taus! I thought oo would never tum! 

(Before anything gets out of hand, 
as it looks as if it will, Electricia 
rushes to Santy, throws open his cos- 
tume and pulls off his whiskers.) 

Electricia: Just as I thought. It’s 
Harry 


Richman in his pajamas 


working the old chimney gag! 


Arrestes (suddenly going normal 
again): Well, Ill be 
It’s not father. 


Claus! 


a dirty name 
There is a Santy 


Electricia: No, Arrestes, there is 


WILL SANTY 
CLAUS NEVER 
Come? i? 
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Claus. It’s 
Here, give him Jumps! 
She hands him a blackjack and 
Arrestes gives the boy friend lumps. 
They push the body out of the win 
dow. Too late, it hits Kugene O'Neill, 
passing by. 


no Santy 
friend. 


mom’s boy 


The damage has been 
done: the play’s been written. Mrs. 
M. gives a scream, and dives out after 
poor Harry.) 

Arrestes (undergoing a relapse and 
getting the sniffies): Im afraid! I'm 
afraid! I want my electric trains and 
my poisoning outfit! 

Electricia: Stop sniffing, you jelly 
fish. Stop being a Case 
History ! Here 
Santy Claus with your 


comes 


trains and poison. 


Arrestes: There is no 
Santy Claus. It’s your 
father. 


(Santy Claus No. 2 
comes down the chimney. 
He is a fine figure of a 
Santy Claus, full of the 
bad blood of the Mam 
mons. He fills the stocl. 
ings, singing “Mammon 
Loves Papa, Papa Loves 
Mammon”’.) 

Arrestes (rushing to 
his stocking): By Bae 
chus, look what I got! No 
trains and no poison. It’s 
only Helen Westley. She 
gets in everything. 

(He rushes from stock 
ing to stocking and pulls 
Helen Westley from 
each.) 


Arrestes: So I can’t have my trains 


and my poison, can't . you old 
twerp? Well, then, I’m going to give 


you something. I’m going to give you 
lumps. { And sO he does.) 

Electricia: So you ll give your poor 
old father lumps, will you? Take 
that, and that! ( Grabbing the black 
jack and giving him lumps.) 

Arrestes (dying): I want my 
trains, my poison and my mama. 

Electricia: He's dead, she’s dead. 
they're all dead! He’s at peace, far 
above electric trains and poison. | 
think I'll give myself lumps. Lumps. 
lumps, lumps, lumps. There’s nothing 
left but lumps. I think I'll give the 
audience lumps, too. My word, but 
they've gone and given themselves 
O, well, here goes. 

(Curtain, which takes about three 
hours to which the 
orchestra plays the “Theme Song,” 
from Freud.) 


lumps ! 


lower, during 


Eye-Queues 


Tee midgets are 31, 32 and 33 

years old, 31, 32 and 33 inches tall 
and owe accounts of $31, $32 and $33. 
All three have ages, heights and ac- 
counts of different figures. Harry, 
by tiptoeing exactly an inch, makes 
himself as tall as the amount of Bar- 
ry’s account. Barry could, by paying 
a dollar on his account, make it the 
same as Larry’s age. If Barry had 
been born a year later he would have 
been too young to be in this game. 
Harry’s height is not the same as Bar- 

(Continued on page 31) 
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ast Summer I happened to sit at a 
table with a Greek who, oddly 
enough, was in the restaurant 

business somewhere in the outskirts of 


Long Island. An expatriate Ameri- 
can took up most of the conversation 
during the meal, but somehow we took 
up gangs and gang killings and the 
Greek told us a story. 

He had been running his restau- 
rant, he said, in partnership with his 
uncle, also, I presume, a Greek. They 
worked in twelve-hour shifts, and 
what with the people who every day 
reached the verge of starvation trying 
to find Queens Boulevard or trying 
not to find it, the restaurant did a 
good business day and night. Last 
winter the uncle was tending shop 
when someone entered his restaurant 
and shot him through the head. The 
old man ran to the street, velled and 
fell over in the snow dead. The cop 
on the beat found the old man and, 
acquainted with the nephew, called 
him out of bed. 

By the time the nephew had dressed 
and found a cab to take him to the 
restaurant, two detectives had discov- 
ered a loaded gun in the cash register. 
It had not been fired. The cops asked 
the nephew about the gun. He lied 
and said he didn’t know whom it be- 
longed to. 

The cops could not explain why an 
unfired gun could have been used to 
kill a man; on the other hand, they 
had absolutely no clue as to who did 
kill the old Greek. So when they es- 
tablished the fact that the nephew 
owned the gun and had kept it in the 
restaurant for several years they 
locked him up on a charge of pistol 
toting and on suspicion of murder. 
The Greek gave a lawyer five hun- 
dred dollars and the lawyer bribed 
him out of jail. He went back to 
work under suspicion for murder and 
poorer by five hundred dollars and an 
uncle. 


T tabloids meantime had played 

up the murder, although they had 
not learned about the arrest and re- 
lease of the nephew. A cab driver 


JUDGE 


By 
PARE LORENTZ 


read the story, went to Police Head- 
quarters and told them he had driven 
some drunken youngsters to that sec- 
tion of Long Island, had waited half 
an hour and then had driven them 
back to Second Avenue. The police 
searched that section of Second Ave- 
nue and found a landlady who com- 
plained of some kids who always were 
drunk and raising the devil. They 
found three couples: three clerks, ele- 
vator boys, potential night watch- 
men, who boasted of the fact that 
they had shot the old Greek dead; 
three girls, who preferred bad men to 
typewriters and listening to radios. 


[sere is a moral tacked to the end 

of “Are These Our Children?” and 
there are some variations in the story, 
but the plot might have been rewrit- 
ten from this story of the old Greek. 
The title of the picture frightened me 
away from it for several weeks. I am 
sorry now I did not see it earlier be- 
cause, moral aside, it is a well-directed 
story of the rise and fall of a cheap 
killer, a story which, regardless of its 
repetition in every other tabloid, has 
the merit of reality and honesty. 
Young Eric Linden is splendid as the 
boy who believed what he read in the 
papers of a baby-faced killer who be- 
came so inflated by his press notices, 
he even courts death by conducting 
his own defense in the courtroom. The 
moral is needless and silly, although 
I imagine it was put there for the 





Recommended 


“Are These Our Children ?”—Worth 
your time. 


“An American Tracedy”—A _tear- 
jerker, with Sylvia Sydney. 

“Bad Girl’—A tear-jerker, with James 
Dunn. 


“The Champ”—A 


tear-jerker, with 
Jackie Cooper. 


“Monkey Business”—A comedy. with 
the Marx Brothers. 


“Street Scene”—A tear-jerker, with 





Sylvia Sydney. 


“Sin of Madelon Claudet”—A tear- 
| jerker, with Helen Hayes 
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Hays office and 
purity thereof. 

I am not suggesting that anything 
can be done about the situation drama- 


those who expect 


tized by Director Ruggles. Fortu- 
nately he does a straightaway job, 
with no moral-pointing until the end, 
so that you needn't feel that “Are 
These Our Children?” is anything as 
prudish as its titlke—but I do suggest 
you see it because of its incontro- 
vertible honesty, its exciting reflec- 
tion of a cheap, sordid country. 


Tomere have been several awards 

for distinction in the movies an- 
nounced this year. This being my 
last chance in 1931, I should like to 
give all deserving talent attention be- 
fore we get into another cycle of Hoo- 
ver and prohibition. 

For direction, production, acting, 
and interpretation of script—in other 
words, for direction and production, 
Lewis Milestone’s ‘““The Front Page” 
wins easily. I have discussed this pic- 
ture enough in these columns. If 
there are any arguments about this 
decision, I'll see you after class. 

For acting, there isn’t any compe- 
tition. Miss Sydney, for her work in 
“An American Tragedy,” need not 
have worked in “Street Scene” to 
have achieved our handsome, non- 
partisan, non-profitable award. 

As to men, Leslie Howard should 
have notice because of his general 
ability, but chiefly because he has 
neither the ambition nor the manners 
of a movie star. And also, I might add, 
because he is a splendid actor. For 
brilliance, we mention a child actor— 
unfair probably—but Jackie Cooper 
deserves something for “Skippy.” 

The Germans and the Russians 
failed to send us anything in the way 
of photography this year, and our 
own stuff has been conventional. 

Mr. Perelman and Mr. Johnstone 
get our prize for writing because (1) 
“Monkey Business” was full of good 
gags and because (2) they wrote the 
only funny picture in a year when we 
needed comedy and needed it tremen- 
dously. 
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“Goose, Nothin’! 


It’s Turkey!” 




















SS A aT Te LPL TE LT LT IIT TLE TS LOO AS 
a 


— see 








“No, I won’t take it off—I’m chilly.” 


AUVGING™§“ BOOKS 


Tt task of reviewing Frank Har- 

ris’ “Bernard Shaw” is made sim- 
ple by the fact that Mr. Shaw, as 
usual, is still the best authority in 
the world on Mr. Shaw. Furthermore, 
he gets in the last word in the mat 
ter. Thus, Mr. Harris, having passed 
away, at the ripe old age of 76, left 
the proofs of the book for Mr. Shaw 
to correct. Mr. Shaw read them, 
promptly wrote a postscript appended 
to the book and containing all the 
critic might want to know about Mr. 
Harris, the book and how Mr. Shaw 
feels about it. Our opinions on such 
matters coinciding curiously with Mr. 
Esses, we'll string along with the 
postscript. 

First, Frank Harris was no biog- 
rapher. He was an egotist of a born 
editor who thought he was God. He 
was as capable of writing ge nuine 
biography as are the Brothers Minsky. 
He would write, however, and how can 
you keep editors from spilling ink? 
But his reputation for biography is 
based on his absorbing “Oscar Wilde,” 
his ‘Contemporary Portraits” and 
his somewhat imaginative memoirs, or 
“How I raced from the Boudoirs of 
Infamous Women to Form Opinions of 
Famous Men at Large Banquets.” 
These books were no more biography 
than Mr. Winchell’s columns are the 
Works of Saint Beuve, another gent 
who dished dirt. Harris was, if you 


will pardon the contradiction in terms, 
a kind of artistic Winchell. He gath- 
ered impressions of people from peep- 
ing, hearsay or contact and because 
of a quick judgment, a soul and a 
litmus sensitivity, be became a pseudo- 
Talleyrand. But being God and being 
unable to pass an impersonal opinion 
on a man, his judgment, tho bril- 
liant, was generally untrustworthy. 
God, it seems, is a little less personal 
than Harris, a little less ruthless and 
not nearly so full of the acidophilus 
of human kindness. Harris’ books 
were mostly about Harris. He invari- 
ably drew himself into the picture— 
as a wonderful fellow. 

As the years went by Harris be- 
came a notoriously literary fellow, 
with a mad on at the world. A bitter, 
romantic Mussolini at heart, he 
couldn’t stand what he considered the 
shortcomings of people. He wanted 
to recreate man in his own image. 
However, his friendships—and he 
knew everyone great in his world— 
led directly and inevitably to quar- 
rels. He quarreled only for the other 
fellow’s good—to make a big type 
like Frank Harris out of him. The 
world saw him, alas! despite the heart 
of gold beneath the rude exterior, as a 
lout. He became somewhat unwanted 
in places, and retains to this day his 
position as Public Library Enemy 


No. 1. 
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S° it is obvious that Harris, having 

self-confessedly weaned Shaw to 
literary manhood, would remain to 
TAaZzZ him. This book becomes a ca 
caphony of muffled and open mali 
ciousness, arrogant patronization, not 
to mention the odd dash of jealousy 
all sprung from loving intentions. 
Harris looks at Shaw thru the small 
end of some rose-colored opera 
glasses, finds him part fake, part gift 
ed and mostly coward, and so pro 
ceeds to black both Shaw’s eyes and 
pulls his whiskers—all for the world’s 
and Shaw’s good. The nerve of the 
fellow! 

Not that the biographer may not 
put down the warts on his subject’s 
nose as well as the dimple in the chin 
He may even be out of cahoots with 
his subject as was Dakin with the 
four-times-married religious genius he 
biographed. However, Harris is so 
plainly small about pulling down 
Shaw there is little excuse for the 
book. Frankly, he is plainly telling 
you that he is the better man, which 
only an adoring idiot would believe. 
Thus the book becomes a_ sparring 
match and Harris comes off the worse. 
He sticks his tongue out at Shaw, but 
Shaw has the fastest-moving tongue, 
operated by the fastest intelligence in 
the world. He tries a few jabs below 
the belt, but Shaw’s sex life (alas for 

(Continued on page 31) 
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Solutions 
of Problems 
in 
Third Annual 
Bridge Contest 





Below is reprinted the first problem in the $25,000.00 Bridge Contest, 
together with Mr. Lenz’ bidding. In following issues of JupGE the nine other 








problems will be shown. When scoring is completed prizes will be awarded | ’ 
and names of successful contestants will be published. 
PROBLEM No. 1 (BIDDING) 














& 10762 
9 AK 103 
Oo Alf 
& AS 6 
KQJ65 
&KQI97T3 
Mr. Lenz Bidding 
SOUTH WES1 NORTH EAST | 
i - ——___{ 
$ Clubs Pass 3 No Trumps} Pass | 
4 Diamonds Pass ri No Trumps! Pass 





15 Clubs Double 


M arimum 


SCOrE 





| Pass 











16 points 


1 point for each correct bid or pass and 


3 points for correct final declaration. 


The game demand bid of three on 
South’s hand is obligatory. Holding 
an ideal two-suiter, the opportunity to 
show both suits can only be assured 
by forcing the partner to keep the 
bidding open. The longer suit should 
be bid first. 

Although holding four quick-tricks, 
West must nevertheless pass. South's 
demand bid is a guaranty that the 
bidding will continue until game is 
contracted for, and it would be poor 
strategy to warn the adversaries that 
exceptional strength is massed against 
them in one of the opposing hands. 

North, not holding four cards in 
the bid quick _ trick, 
makes the conventional No Trump re- 
South then bids the second 
suit and West can still delay action as 
the game declaration has not been 
reached. The next bid by North is 
probably as close a decision as this 
contest will bring forth. 

The secondary Diamond declara- 
tion should not be raised unless North 


suit, or one 


sponse. 


| 
—___—— 
Pass | 
| 
| 


has-a strong preference for that suit. | 

As between five Clubs or four No 
Trumps, the choice is slightly in favor 
of No Trumps. It is generally under 
stood that the No Trump response to 
a demand bid shows minimum values, 
and North does not wish to encourage 
any slam aspirations that his partner 
may have in mind. 

The five Club bid of South is logi- 
cal and now West reaps the reward | 
for his long restraint. 

There is no game in this deal for 
East and West, so the penalty of one 
trick doubled is the best result they 
could obtain. 

It will be noted that even with 
North's very poor hand, the declarant 
would have won the game if the op- | 
posing trumps had been divided two 
and two. Or if East should make the | 
mistake of discarding a Diamond on 
South’s play of trumps for a pseudo- 
squeeze, the contract of five Clubs 
will be fulfilled in spite of West's 
powerful holding. 
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LET LITTLE COUGHS 


GROW UP! 


@ Even a little cough irritates the 
delicate tissues and nerve ends of the throat. 
That irritation causes more coughing. These 
BIGGER coughs irritate more. And so—bhig 


| coughs from little coughs grow. 


“Don’t let little coughs grow up’’—that’s a 
simple and a wise health precaution. It’s par- 


| ticularly importan? u ith children’s coughs. Smith 


Brothers’ Cough Drops check coughs quickly, 

surely and safely. They calm irritation, soothe 

the soreness, relieve dryness, stop throat tickle. 
Children like S. B.'s as candy. 


| 2 KINDS ~ S. B. (BLACK) AND MENTHOL 





“A PLACE IN THE SUN” 


LOY 


ST PETERSBURG..FLORIDA 


On glorious Tampa 
Bay . . . complete in 
every particular... 
best clientele... Rates 
considerate. Booklet. 


CLEMENT KENNEDY 
Managing Director 










Summer Resort 
New Ocean House 
Swampscott, Mass. 
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SIDNEY 8S. LENZ’ 
NEW BOOK on 
HIS OWN 1-2-3 SYSTEM 
CONTRACT BIDDING 


MR. LENZ’ new system of Contract Bidding, which is the 
basis of the “Official System” as adopted by leading bridge 
authorities, eliminates all guessing, and definitely determines 
a bridge hand as fair, good or very strong. 


This book is pocket size, thumb indexed and provides a ready 
reference on any point. It explains in detail quick-tricks, nor- 
mal support, how and when to bid suits of one, two and three, 
the correct response to each bid, no trump bids, pre-emptive 
bids, ace showing. slam bids. non-demand bids, leads. ete. 


Every point of the system of contract bidding is carefully 
illustrated opposite each page of text. 
All phases of the game have been carefully analyzed by Sidney 
S. Lenz, fourteen times National and International Bridge 


and 
Whist Champion. 


Use the 1-2-3 

















EXERCISER 


USE ONE 
AND LIVE ‘TO 





BLOOEY 


A 
RIPE OLD 
AGE 
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Request Number 
Parents seek for daughter a dance - ya 
escort for oceasional social functions. ? [ d *?P 
Should be college man above junior ‘ QQ) I] 0 11 ¢ C 
rank, New Yorker or commuter, 5 / 


feet 9 ins. or taller, Protestant, good / 
dancer, have’ tuxedo. Daughter is 


good-looking, refined, eighteen, dances T h = P rl n _ C O n / 


well. State qualifications & references. / 
R-206 Herald Tribune. / 


“—: AR B y / 
[ hope I shan’t offend you by 


R-206: " 
saying that the whole thing looks just A rth |S @ Mu rrda y / F 
too easy to be on the level. And that " / / 
I would appreciate a little enlighten / / 


ing before getting back my tuxedo / / 
from Larry Dunn. |. Left foot toward upper left- / 

To begin with: Why specify a ’ \ 
“college man above junior rank’’? nana corner. % 
Practically all the college men who \ \ 

mount to anything never attain junior | 2.) Draw fj ynt foot up to left % \ 
rank, unless they also happen to be \ \ 
first rate halfbacks. 3 - susie ‘ \ 

Even more disturbing is your ap ™ : eee ee , * 
parent indifference as to whether he L \ 
is a “New Yorker or a commuter.” 4. Right fo t to upper riaht- \ 
Why, you are apt to look out of your ” L \ 
window ind see a group ot ruddy nana corner. \ \ 
fisher lads from Cos Cob stamping up \ \ 
in their hip boots, sou’westers and all! 5. Draw left up to right foot. \ * 
Moreover, it is evident that you have ; \ \ 
never been subjected to the efferves i. | Ee \ 
cent bubbling of the commuter mind 6. Right root torward . 


week in week out. Really, you can 
not have the welfare of your daugh 


Start 


ter at heart. I suspect she may be a 
ste pehild. 


Another thing that arouses my sus- 
picions is that crack about “5 feet 9 V 
inches or taller.’ Is Luc ille that tall Ou an O O e ep 


or taller? Is she six feet? I am 


not being impertinent—I merely want lll Make You a Finished 4 


to know. For if she is six feet (or " 
taller), you can just use this letter to Dancer in Ten Days 
make Lily Cups. 

I am a little bit sorry you felt it 
necessary to put in that “moral” spe 


By ARTHUR MURRAY 
World-Famous Dancing Authority 








cification. After all, aren’t morals [ DON'T care how rl \ dence cow ET doa’ 
merely the conventions of the day? care if you en on a dance floor i at 
And with the days following one an- | /’l! guarantee to make you a finished dancer in ten 
other so rapidly and getting shorter "Wanita oi n’t it? There’s no 
all the time, I’d say that if Lucille | 2° for playin ~ piensa ge Rigas ness go - 
: ing up &£ tim iuse you cant l ‘ly \ 
were “refined, as you claim, she method of teaching dancing is so simple and easy to 4 \ 
._ . understand that in learn any of the latest st ¥ 
could handle that business herself, and | | gow ee Mar wei ike eas baer “A 
good luck to her, I’m sure. } eee oe pee: See ee eee see Se 
. “ | e ready ke ur place as one ot tl yest dar rs 
You narrow your field a lot by | in t! = : 
specifying “Protestant.” That prac — d 
! . hg How to Be Popular ' A 
tically eliminates New York. You will —_ é adi ;, 
. 1 never regret being an accom] ea dancer 
have to range up around Larchmont | Phink t it to be popula t after 
] re Ve ; he F e ev where 
or over to the Oranges to clear that i rosea “till ccniestie Waa: en in aa aa fae mweres , 
See ae th th Baa typ ai: > one nds paid far more t a big saving. Yon’t 
hurdle, I bet. | rants to dance with the good dancer, the one sands paid far more at a big, saving. | Dow’ 
. . . ° > Kn \ il tT est teps ici ill € ( | l i Jo ) 
My tuxedo is in pretty fair shape. | And when you learn by my method—when you friends 7 M N. y Studio 164, 7 East 43rd 
tho it has old-fashioned ilk-faced | have the Murray foundation—it will be easy to treet, New York, ! 
: d-tas d, 8s acec learn any dance. Once you have my training, you = a 
lapels instead of the grosgrain. Would | will be able to. fol 1 gy Big snte wan aa a3 | ARTHUR MURRAY, Studio 164 | 
: 4 * race you w e able to master quickly ar ’ 
this make too great a difference ? € ly any dance step aiter havi seen it just | 7 East 43rd Street, New York, N. Y. | 
Well, I guess this is about all. I : “— | To prove that I can learn to dance at home | 
; : 5-Day Trial u may send me. your famous 66-Lesson | 
like to get out occasionally, and per- ; sa < ia I ) Pacsias Contec fer cal 6298. hes. cc oon 
° . . . . | ust matl the coupon below ar the 66-Lesson ancing irs yy 9 > pews 3 ‘ 
haps Lucille and I might hit it off. | Dancing Course will be sent you immediately cents postage I understand that if not de. 
r a. aceeadl ™ . When it arrives, pay the postman only $2.97, lighted, may return the Course within 5 
W ho knows: Anj vidi thanks for | plus a few cents delivery charges Then use it | days and my money will be refunded. | 
giving me first chance. for 5 days—study it—practice the steps. See for 
Vv : yourself how easy it is to become a_ finished | Name ; | 
ery truly yours, dancer, sought after, popular—the Arthur Murray | 
SraNLEY JONES way and—if you're not absolutely delighted with | Addre 
J ' ‘ ee . rho the results, simply return the course within the | 
Pa Don’t forget: if she is six five-day trial period and your money will be | 
promptly refunded Now you can get the same | City State ? 
feet, the hell with this letter!” mee ths con Gnie T aa 
feet, the hell with ! . valuable lessons—the very course for which thou- ee ee a 
29 
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YOUR BABY WILL LIKE 
THIS HOTEL... 


Because baby's meals can be 
cooked in the convenient com- 
plete kitchen thatisa part ofevery 
suite. Grown-ups may prefer to 
eat in the hotel dining room but 
particular babies want food pre- 
pared by mother or nurse. Baby 
will also enjoy playing in Cen- 
tral Park—half a block away. 

Write for illustrated booklet, 
describing the many features of 
the Croydon appealing to babies 
(and their elders). 

Apartments with 2, 3, 4, or 
more rooms—by the day, month 
oryear—furnished or unfurnished. 


The 


Crovoon 


12 EAST 86" ST.--- NEW YORK 


TELEPHONE BUTTERFIELD 400 
4DER THE DIRECTION OF 
reeue ir emer iz) 


JUDGE PAYS $10 


For each Cross Word Puzzle accepted 
from its readers. 


JUDGE’S 
3rd 


Cross Word 
Puzzle Book 


It’s a corker—what a book! 


Loaded with wise-cracks and minus cover 
charges. 

















In construction these puzzles are clear 
and conventional. Though legitimate 
they are deftly misleading, so that the 
solver is rewarded by discovering not 
only interlocking words, but laughable 
wise-cracks. 

A compendium of fifty cross word puzzles 
selected from the originals which have 
appeared in Judge. 

The answers are in the back—sealed— 
lest the wind blow them open. 


JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Inc. 
18 East 48th Street, 

New York, N. Y. 

Dear Sirs: 


Please send me......... copies of JUDGE’S 
3rd Cross Word Puzzle Book, at $1.50 per copy. 














Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 240 
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Submitted by Woodward Woodward, Defiance, Ohio. 


Horizontal 


1. Memories of the dear departed spirits of 1931 
10. Here's a fast one for you 

14. Greaser 

15. The Bard's favorite fairy 

17. The boid that gets somewhere ir 
18. This is a warner, brother 

19. This regimental cut-up had quite ar 


Brooklyn. 
edge on for the New 


ear. 
20. Walked the dogs. 
21. Canoe turbines. 
23. The kind of girl that’s never chased 
25. The course of this runs smooth in France 
26. Man without women. 
27. What girls do in old cars 
30. This is on the house 
34. When the day you spoke of yesterday that would fall 
the day before tomorrow, falls 
35. The only thing he had on his mind. 
6. To “I'm sorry dear!” 
37. Gambling chances. 
38. This entitles bearer to one admission into the House of 
Lords. 
39. Fanciful Italian name for red ink 
40. A lyric poem, written to assuage the feelings, as a land- 
lady's. 
41. Instrument of torture (slang) 
42. This contains rubber and bounces. 
43. These come high in Spain 
46. Swoops around the dance floor as if well-oiled. 
The last thing aviators like to d« 
48. A collestion of heavenly sparklers (plur 
49. Ex-stable. 
52. These get oiled up and go places 
56. The last thing they expect you to do in the theatre 
57. Just a squirt. 
60. This has banks in Canada 
61. A bitter thing crossword solvers must face 
62. Bum English. 
63. A good suspender. 


64. Dips. 
65. A fast moving proposition that is good for a quick turn- 
over. 
Vertical 

1. This goes around with the younger generation. 
2. A soulful gal. 

3. What college men can always be found in. 

4. Water wagons. 

5. Pushovers. 

6. To rubber around. 

7. A ticklish proposition 

8. A quick dash for an East Indian 


10. Get a man in this and he becomes a kid again. 
11. What stuck-upe put on for dinner. 
12. Penny robber. 

30 





ee < ay * 
ET — GRR ent 








Two-faced guy. 


16. This lulls college men to sleep. 


22. A knockout decoration 


24. Is well-heeled. 


6 A growing proposition. 


What badly bent brokers walk around with. 


8. This warms the inner man. 
a Summer. 


30. No likes. 
31. Took a crack at. 


2. This doesn’t carry much weight. 


33. Uses a keyhole. 

35. Thumbed one’s way around the map. 
38. Balloon-sized macaroni (plur 

39. Pork chops and spinach. 

42. A collection of close Scotchmen. 

44. Puffs Up. 


5. A drag, a bone and a hank o’ hair. 


}. The Galloping Ghost. 


48. To clean up your dirty work. 


9. This is shifty and hails from Michigan. 


This helps the wheels of industry go round. 


51. A red picnic. 


If you get this far you're head and shoulders inte 
eroticism. 


54. Something apples are when they become adults 


55. A fellow with an eye for future developments. 


58. Overhead rattlers 
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AT LAST! A PERFECT 
SMOKERS’ STAND 
An 


elimination 


unfailing lighter; instant 


of ashes 


and od ur, 







Price 
-9? 


$23.50 


complete 


Available finishes are Black, Chinese 
Red, Hunter Green, Grained Walnut 
ind Mahogany — all chromium 
trimmed. Trays are finished in alco- 


hol resisting lacquer. 


te 
Irene Halla; Sao 
37 EAST 49th STREET 
NEW YORK 
LONG ISLAND’S FOREMOST HOTEL 
OPEN ALL YEAR 


40 MINUTES FROM NEW YORK CITY 
GOLF -TEMNIS “MODERATE RATES** EUROPEAN DLAN 


THE GARDEN city HOTEL 














CARDEN CITY 








This Remington Sheath Knife 





ie Jost weet you need a fishing or camping 
wo It ha F.., = h f ed blade with strong, aaxahie, 
n-cutting ne Sten handle and leather sheath. 
We will and A, “this knife 
HUNTING 
FISHING 


on receipt 
two-year hs 


of only for a 
ription A Hunt- 





—~ « i re §,2-page 
10onthly mag razine. full of hunt- 
ine fishing, camping, trapping 
stories and pictures, valuable in- 
formation about guns, fishing 
tackle, game laws, best places] | 


to get fish, game, etc 
Clip thie adv. and mail 
today with $1.00 bill to 
HUNTING & FISHING 
104 Transit Bidg., Boston, Mass. 
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(Continued from page 


but the two as a sum 


two. How old 


What does each 


ry’s account, are 
divisible by 
tall is each midge? 
owe? 
How 
selves in 
so that any 
part of his body except his arm, can 
touch the man immediately in front, 
but not the one immediately behind? 
Last week’s—No. 1: The 
divided his land this way :— 


15 
a circle 


arrange them- 
behind the other 
without moving 


can men 
one 


each man, 











No. 2: That 
and fell as he 
or Venetian taxi. 

No. 3:— 13 


gent was in Venice 


LS5 1 
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No. 4: 

the 

her husband 
Army. 


Nothing was wrong with 

statement. Mrs. Booth succeeded 

as head of the Salvation 
—JUDGE, JR. 


JUDGING™ BOOKS 


(Continued from page 26) 


addition 
and Loves’’) has been about 


you who expect another 


“My Life 


as snappy as Sir Galahad’s. He tries 
to wield the iconoclast’s hammer and 
| smash down the image of Shaw, but 


| times 


how can you hit something you can’t 


sight? In other words, there’s no one 


who can dish it out or take it like the | 


Old Roughage Ruiner. Harris no- 
toriously cannot take it and, boys and 


girls, it’s Shaw’s fight, fair or foul. 


A? a book of the vital Shavian facts, | 


it. As an old Shaw 
reader of the daily jour- 
the annoying-at- 
printing even what 


we cannot see 
and a 

which 
habit 


boy 
nals, have 


of 


| Shaw says to himself or in his sleep, 


| there 


| are 
| intelligent man or woman knows the 





new information 
The anecdotes 
In other words, any 


is little good, 
book has to offer. 
all veterans. 


the 


life 


considers 


and 
stuff. 
have 


lot of 


Spinach King’s backwards 
forwards and it old 
Harris’ intuitions and surmises 
their and he 


moments says a 


true things. You can’t be a man of 
Harris’ stature and not say something 


occasionally—especially if Shaw has 

said it for you already. But the rest 

generally graceless nosethumbing. 
—Tep SHANE 


is 


and how | 


farmer 


was entering a gondola, | 


to | 


| LEG-o-MATIC 
BRIDGE SETS 
















Automatic table... 
legs « pen and ¢ 
one motion. . . Compact, 
comfortable folding 
airs have the appear 
ance of real chairs 
RIGID -:- SIMPLE 
BEAUTIFUL 





Sold At Leading C 
UORRAINE METAL MFG. CO., 352 FOURTH AVE., NEW YORK, N.Y. 


partment or Furniture Stoves 


The Leg-0-Matic table and chairs shown 
above have been selected for use in the 
Lenz-Culbertson Contract Bridge Contest 
now being played. 








A GOOD MIXER 


Use Abbott’s Bitters To 
Flavor Beverages 
50c Sample for 25c in Stamps 
Address Abbott's Bitters, Baltimore, Md. 
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The good- ds 


cheer twins— 
they work well 
together. 


aJiGou quiin 


Vermouth- —— > Dry 

















Lorraine Metal Mf. Co. 
Russell Playing Card Co. 
and 
United States 
Playing Card Company 


announce that the following 
equipment has been selected for 
use in the Contract Bridge 
Match of 150 rubbers between 
Mr. Sidney S. Lenz and Mr. Ely 
Culbertson: 


Leg-O-Matic Card Tables and Chairs 
Aristocrat Playing Cards 


United States Playing Card Com- 
pany Duplicate Tray Sets 





























The Acid Test! 


What to Give Whom—and Whom to Give What ? 


H Well, my little ones, rest your weary head on JUDGE'S 
| big shoulders. Calm yourself, for JUDGE has solved 
i the most difficult problem—CHRISTMAS SHOPPING. 
\ Every week it creates the happy, restful, jolly atmos- 
phere of gayety and laughter. JUDGE makes a Christ- 
mas Gift that is a token of friendship and remembrance 
52 times a year. Clip the coupon—we will send a 
delightful Christmas Card with your best via Special 
Delivery, arriving Christmas Morning. 


ARE YOU LISTENING! 


JUDGE—18 East 48th Street, New York, N. Y. 12-26-31 


Enclosed find check for $ Please send JUDGE for | year, 
$5.00 [):; 2 years, $7.80 []: 2! weeks, $2.00 [): 10 weeks, $1.00 [. 
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Canadian and Foreign Postage, $1.00 extra 
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THE THEATRE 


(Continued from page 18) 


nounced worthless plays and so im- 
proved the theatre, to which, in turn, 


| the M. Malone did not reply, as he 
might have, that the critics also some 


times denounce meritorious plays like 
“The Left Bank” and whoop it up for 
claptrap like “Tomorrow and Tomor- 
row” and “Hotel Universe,” which 
certainly doesn’t improve the theatre 
so anyone could notice it. The M. 
Malone contented himself rather with 
arguing that critics should always 
bear lenience toward a producer who 
had invested a pile of money in a 
show and the M. Anderson, instead of 
delicately pointing out that by the 
same token Federal officers should 
raid only the humbler speakeasies, 
argued that the M. Malone made a 
big mistake buying his tickets from 
speculators, as the M. Malone an- 
nounced he did, instead of getting 
them through the box-office. Then the 
co-stars sat down and the M. Daniel 
Frohman got up and talked about 
“Abie’s Irish Rose’ again for some 
time, after which Dudley and John 
made a bee-line for Tony’s and the 
actors in the audience took a_ vote 
among themselves and decided unani- 
mously that Dudley had won. 

While not called upon for a de- 
cision, it is my opinion that my friend 
John got the better of Dudley in 
what there was of argument and Eng- 
lish dinner coat pants, but that my 
friend Dudley put it all over him in 
basso profundo pyrotechnics and Irish 
dialect stories. 

* * * 
" Artes ALL” is one of John Van 
Druten’s less happy efforts. Nor 
does most of the acting contributed to 
it on the Booth Theatre stage do much 
in its behalf. 


Nathan Recommends 


“Mourning Becomes’ Electra” (Guild) — 
O'Neill looks throygh Freud's eyes at the 
Orestes-Electra legend. The result is the sea- 
son’s outstanding contribution to drama 


“The Left Bank” (Little)—A comedy full of 
humorous bite, dealing with the American 
literary boys and girls who imagine that they 
can convert themselves into James Joyces by 
the simple expedient of hanging around the 
Café du Dome. 


“The Cat and the Fiddle” (Globe)—Jerome 
Kern’s score and a generally pleasing musical 
play. 


“The Barretts of Wimpole Street” (Empire) 
I've been recommending it since last Febru- 
ary, so further comment is unnecessary. 


“Brief Moment” (Belasco) Some good 
character analysis, some pretty wit and a 


| capable performance of a comedy about two 


young married people who have trouble get 
ting into step with each other. 


“The Laugh Parade” (Imperial)—Ed Wynn. 

“The Band Wagon” (New Amsterdam) - 
I’ve been telling you about it for so long now 
that it is up to you to listen to papa and see 
it for yourself. 


“Scandals” (Apollo)—Some amusing sketches 


| and other things that go to constitute an en 


tertaining revue evening. 














They’re still asking for 


‘‘“more new 


CROSS WORD 
PUZZLE BOOKS”... 
























BY REQUEST, Simon and Schuster 
(the publishers of that Seven Years’ 
Wonder, the original Cross Word Puzzle 
Book) have provided another new one— 
the Diagramless, just out. Also, Series 
22 is now ready. If you were one of the 
original puzzlers seven years ago, you'll 
probably want the Post Graduate book 
for yourself—and, by now, why not the 
Junior Cross Word Puzzle Book for the 
kids? 

At any rate—no matter who you are, 
or where you live, or what you do—the 
kind of Cross Word Puzzle Book that 
will give YOU the most brain-testing 
and brain-teasing pleasure is listed be- 
low. Choose your mental-weapon NOW 
—and mail coupon at once! 


Just Out! 


The Diagramless The Mammoth 
Cross Word Puzzle Book Cross Word Puzzle Book 
3 ; ; A tome containing all the puzzles 
A real test for your wits, with from the original series 6 to 9 
answers in case you get stuck. 50 $2.60. 
puzzles. Venus pencil. By 
BURANELLI,  HARTSWICK, ‘The Post Graduate Cross 
AND PETHERBRIDGE, | the Word ain Waal ti d Il 
original Cross Word Puzzle Book ord Puzzle Boo an , 
editors. $1.45. For the hard-boiled fans, with five 
whoppers to be pinned to the wall 
and worried over. Each $2.00. 





seri TAT ‘ T T 
Series 22— The C SEND THIS COUPON 
oa r r 
The Cross Word Puzzle Book Word orm pc eee eee w www w ww we wesw eee ee eeseesseeseseny 
, ; or UZzZIC 1 JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., INC. _ ; 
Newest of the regular series, with Constructors’ : 18 East 48th Street, New York, N. Y. ‘ 
55 new ones, including 5 diagram- 0 The Diagramless Cross Word Puzzle 
less. $1.35, . — Pad : Please send me Sal PN eee? $1.45 - 
gs Postage (J Series 22 ss $5 ' 
cagrrs me 1 repai ay” Se | eee cccnsvceedeasec 1.35 1 
Ms rng oy Be mes 1 repens © Post Graduate Cr Word Puzzle 1 
i ages or 7° i ee IEP AGS 200 8 
Series 21— own definition Ss. : Mammoth Cross Word Puzzle Book 2.60 | 
The Cross Word Puzzle Book With instructions 15 Constructors’ Pad........... es eS 
by Margaret : O The Junior Cross Word Puzzle Book 1.35 g 
Still available in case you haven't Petherbridge. g ° 
kept up. 55 puzzles. $1.35. $1.10 ' I enclose $....... ’ 
Fe RR er oer re eee ; 
bd y 
The Junior Cross Word Puzzle Book Die ' 
35 puzzles graded for beginners, with answers in the back ~ City a : 
° . * * Se vésedeeweeews eae - wotate 
ot the book. Venus pencil. $1.35. Leases eeseeeeeeeeeseoesesesseeeseaeuseesand 








. —e 































“| have to be 
kind to 


% 


my throat” §3 


“I've tried several 
brands of cigarettes but ! 
prefer Luckies. | smoke them 
regularly as | have to be kind 
to my throat. | learned this from 
my previous stage experience. 
Your improved Cellophane 
wrapper is splendid. A flip 
of the tab and it’s open.” 


Way Trauece 


When Kay Francis left the stage 
and enlisted in the Hollywood army, 
pictures got a great recruit! The tall 
brunette beauty was a great success 
on her film debut, and she’s charged 
along to even bigger things. She is 
one of Warner Bros.’ brightest stars. 


“It’s toasted” 


Your Throat Protection — against irritation — against cough iy 





And Moisture-Proof Cellophane Keeps 7 
that “Toasted” Flavor Ever Fresh (| | 


i 
\ 





(Ce i 3 
U—<{> i 













MOISTURE- 
PROOF 
CELLOPHANE 


Sealed Tight 
Ever Right 


THE UNIQUE 
HUMIDOR 
PACKAGE 


Zip=- 


and it’s open! 


% Is Miss Francis’ 
Statement Paid For? 


You may be interested in 
knowing that not one cent 
was paid to Miss Francis 
to make the above stote- 
ment, Miss Francis has 
been a smoker of 
STRIKE cigarettes for 5 
years. We hope the pub- 
licity herewith given will 
be as beneficial to her 
and to Warner Bros., her 
producers, as her endorse- 
ment of LUCKIES is to you 
and to vs. 


QUADRI-COLOR CO., JAMAICA, 





